
Poems. 

Sers downe her babe and makes all fwi ft difpatch 
In purfuite of the thing flic would have flay : 
Whilft her negle&ed child holds her in chace 
Cries to catch her, whofe bufie care is benr, * 
To follow that which flies before her face # 

Not pricing her poore infants difcontent; 

So runft thou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilft I thy babe chafe thee a farre behind. 

But if thou catch thy hope turne bacfcc to mee • 
And play the mothers part, kiffe me, be kind. 
So will 1 pray that thou maift have thy iftf, * 
If thou turne backe and my loud crying ftilU 


Ufe and death . 

T^Hofel/ps that Loves owne hand did make. 
Breath'd forth the found that laid I hate, ' 
To me that languid* for her fake : 

But when {he faw my wofull ftate, 

Straightin her heart did mercy come? 
Chiding that tongue that ever fwcet. 

Was ufde in giving gentle doome : 

And taught it thus a new to greete : 

I hate (he altered with an en d y 
That follow’d it as gentle day. 

Doth follow night, who like a fiend 
from heaven to hell is flowne away. 

* I hate, from hate away (he threw. 

And fav’d my life faying not you? 



Poems . 

A Conftderation of death* 

tyOorc fouie, the center of mv finfull earth, 

1 j^y finfull earth thefc rcbell powers that theearay, 
y^hy doll thou pine within and fuller dearth, 
painting thy outward walls in coflly gay ? 

fo large c®ft having fo (hort a kafe, 
pofttb.ouupon thy fading manfionfpend ? 

Shall wormes in heritors of this excefle , 

Bate up thy chargers this thy bodies end ? 

Then fouie live thou upon thy fervants lofle. 

And let that pine to aggrivate thy Gore, 

Buy teaimes divine in felling houfes of drofle : 

VVithin be fed, without be rich no more. 

Solbalt thou feed on death, that feedesonmen. 
And death once dead,ther’s no more dying then. 


Immoderate Tafiott, 

jLfYloveisas afeaver longing Gill, 

ror that which longer nurfeth the difeafe. 
Feeding on that which doth preferve the ifl, 
Th’uncertaine fickly appetite to pleafe : 

My reafon the Phifition to my love. 

Angry that his preferiptions are not kept 
Hath left me, and l defperatenow approve, 
Bcfire is death, which Phiftcke did except. 





* 



